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hirst lived near Caldbeck. He had bought, only
last year, old Uncle Tom's house. Stone Ends.
He had a pale, ill wife there and two lanky children.
And he was an admirer and friend of Jennifer's.

He was a fine upstanding man with a broad
back and stout legs. His eyes were too small,
his nose a trifle too large, but he looked elegant
in his green coat, his hair curling above his ears,
his spurred heels spread, yes, as though he owned
the house and everything in it.

They were a handsome pair, a very handsome
pair. He greeted Judith with the courteous
patronage that he always used to her. He said
something about the weather, and went. Jenni-
fer was dressed in green and white, her lovely
hair falling in thick ringlets on her bare neck.
Very lovely, Judith thought, was her hair, parted
in the middle of her fair smooth forehead, combed
towards the sides, falling in curls that seemed to
hold in their dark shadows a strange, steely lustre.

' Very lovely hair/ thought Judith, * but I
wonder whether Mrs. Ponder . . / She was in
fact too angry to wait, as she should have done,
for a more favourable opportunity, and in that
lost an important chance of commanding the
situation.

Impetuously she led the way into the parlour.

' Jennifer, I must speak to you/

* My dear ... but we are late, and Mrs. Southey
is most punctilious. . . /

Slowly she followed Judith in.

* Jennifer, Mrs. Ponder must be dismissed.
At once.    To-night/